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“Cartoon Slogan Contest No. 2” 





lust write a Slogan for the Cartoon and win fabulous prizes. 


e 
pus ye First Prize =: Rs, $00/-(1) Third Prize 
Ol Second Prize Rs. 250/-(1) Consolation Priz 
PueewClnesnSeeteamee 


“3 SPACE FOR SLOGAN 


Baa ieee cea 


# Write a Slogan of maximum 10 words in the given space, your 
NAME name and address and mail it to the Diamond Comics (P) Ltd., 
New Deihi 
AODRESS ‘* Complete entries must be sent by 15th May, 1991 latest. 

‘© First, Second and Third prizes will be in cash 
PIN CODE] _and consolation prizes in shape of Diamond Comics, 

* Editor's decision will be the final, CM/cs2 
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NEW DIAMOND COM 
5] le, 


VIDEO FILM 5 
Featuring your Intimte characters Pinki, Billoo, Motu Chotu, Lambu Motu eto. 
of Diamond Comics live.on your T.V. Screen in ull 90 minutes Video Cassatte, 
‘which contains Four Seperate Hindi feature films of 22 minutes each, 
25/- advance and Rs. 100/- by VP. 
oat ‘Canseta siting at home DIAMOND INDU VIDEOS 
I 1 257, Dariba Kalan, Dethi-110 006 
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from school. Suddenly a red car stopped and 
pulled her in. And then she was in a dim candle 
lit room. She could hear animals growling. "Oh 

my, they sound like hungry lions* she thought. 

‘The worried Choudharys receive a call at 

8 p.m. "Do you want to see your daughter alive? 
On Sunday, 11.45 a.m., bring Rs. 2,50,000 to the 
circus. And wear a white suit,” the villain roared 
hoarsely. 


ENTER BSA SLR SECRET SEEKERS 


; FRIDAY: "Iwo days, in fact less than that,” 
"Why don't we check the place? "Hey, let's go 





eon, 








‘on our BSA SLRs", added Ralph. Pitch dark 

ahead. A bump. A brake. The Secret 

Seekers pedal furiously on their BSA SLRs. 
Suddenly approaching footsteps. 


"Quick, hide behind the wall" 
warned Pooja. “Come Sunday, 
Rs. 2,50,000 will be ours or else...” 

came the growling voice. And then, loud 
laughter, As the Secret Seekers came out of 
hiding they found a handkerchief with the letter 
J’ on it. "Let's go. This could be the clue!’ 











And they set on their BSA SLRs. . The Secret Seekers shouted "Chou- 
ny = . dhary Uncle, do you see what we see? 
ere ae Spe it cee Gon or 
connection? Will it lead us to eae et pee Uae eae 
The crook and his gang were caught. 
od And Priyanka rescued, Thanks to Friday 
7 night's cycling trip on their BSA SLRs, when 
e they found the vital clue that led to the crook, 


ry 
j L CC _" Do you know him? 
Priyanka?"wondered Vipul. 
SUNDAY: A nervous Mr. Choudhary S 
did the needful... white suit with Oo 
Rs, 2,50,000. In crisp 100s. The Circus ~O 


show began. Came the trapeze artistes and 

the joker with his funny tricks. Suddenly, the 

Secret Seekers saw a kerchief falling from the air. bara aaa Ea 
y Pri 'U get you 

The same 'J' as on the kerchief found on Friday Mystery of the Mad ich. So long. 


night. Happy cycling on your BSA SLRs. 











Hetto, Genius! smart 

Or how about WHIZ KID and MASTER WHIZ 
For starters. 

That's what everyone will call you, by the time 
you complete these two computer courses. 
Speciaily designed to introduce you to the 
Science of computers, im a friendly yet 
informative way. To keep your mind healthily 
‘occupied through the holidays. 














‘And you'll even receive a certificate. That 
boasts about your successful performance: 






So hurry up and enroll yoursett. Today. 





5th to 7th Standards 
Teaches the art of Computer Graphics & 
Games and Cartooning. Seginning with 






8th Standard and above 
‘Makes you a Pro in Basic, d Base ill +, 

Wordstar and Computer Graphics. Beginning 
with Computer Fundamentals. 










‘Mark of a Genius’ 
Souvenir for 
every enrollment 















INFORMATION TECHNOLOGY} 


The institution that builds professionals 


Centres and Telephone numbers: 

BOMBAY: Nariman Point: 231910, 232520, 232983 © Bandra: 6402874, 6402785, 6400987 © 
Ghatkopar : 589955) 582350 ® Vakole : 6151423 © New Bombay : 681667, 671325 © Domblvill : 3535 @ 
Uthasnagar : 70878 © Vile Parle: 6142588, @ BARODA : 329660, 329694 @ GOA:6005 © 
NAGPUR ® AHMEDABAD : 448115 © INDORE :37500 (P-P.) © NEW DELHI: Karol Bagh : 5728015, 
5728051 © Shalimar Bagh : 7116914 © KOTA: 27801 © LUCKNOW : 234928 ® NOIDA : 89-21104 
KANPUR ® JAIPUR: 77517 © VARANASI : 52663 BANGALORE : Gandhi . Bazaar: 624695 _@ 
Malleshwaram : 345518 © MYSORE ®MANGALORE : 33271 ¢ SALEM: 77703 COIMBATORE 
SECUNDERABAD : 832047, 831632 © VIJAYWADA : 7776 @ WARANGAL : 25146 © COCHIN : 363247 
CALCUTTA : 412867 © JAMSHEDPUR : 27833 © BHUBANESHWAR : 405808 © GUWAHATI : 34118 
VISHAKAPATNAM © BHILAI : 6343 
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FREE GIFTS FROM 
THE MAGGI CLUB! 


Come on kids! Join the Maggi Club and 
» enter a year full of excitement. Newsletters, gifts, games 


and many, many wild things for you to do, 


Just cut out this®-=24) from the front 
face of 5 empty wrappers of Maggi 
noodles and send them to us, along with 
your name, address and choice of gift. Don't 
forget to send us your membership 
number if you're a member, If you are not 
a Maggi Clubber yet, this is your chance. 
Just ask for membership when you send 
Rem us the above details. And we'll send you a 
@) free Maggi Club Membership Card along, 
se with your gift! 
Our address is: 








With a Casio you ean play all the music you want.just hit the keys. 
Get the beat and play along to your favdtite songs... you'll be the star when you get all your friends rockia! along ! 
So come on,:Canio’s got the keys to real fun. And they're a real hit - 
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CITY MUSIC CO., PTE LTD, GENERAL ENTERPRISES COMPANY 
Singapore Tet 177088, 077548, UAE. Duta Tol 22e0U2r 

‘ONFLO MUSIC CO,, LTD, MAHMOOO SALEH ABBAR CO. 
Hong Kong Tet:722 4198 ‘Saud Arabia, Jeddah Tol: (0216473605 
RAINBOW PHOTO FINISHERS PTE LTD. ARABIAN CAR MARKETING CO;,LTD. 
Nepal, Kathmandu Tol) 221726 ‘Oman Tet :7aa74¥ 


CASIO COMPUTER CO., LTD. 
Tokyo, Japan 


M-9105SAC2 





,| Cuddlesalwayssay ‘ 
+2 “1 love you.’ ji 








* . 
* Show your little ones how much you love them! And is there a better way of #* 
doing that than giving them a huggable, cuddlable playmate? 


Cuddles. From the people who have given children the delightful entertainer 
of a magazine, Chandamama. Cuddles. A whole new range of stuffed toys. And, 
your old favourites. And, cute surprises being introduced regularly. Each one a 

sweet, adorable companion to your child. Absolutely 


* YY safe. Designed to withstand childhandling. « 
« 
Well, the fun and excitement of the festive 


season is just round the corner. Make it * 
memorable for your child with a special 
gesture. With a Cuddle: 
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CHANDAMAMA TOYTRONIX [i 


Chandamama Toytronix Private Limited, Chandamama Buildings, 
Vedapalani, Madras - 600 026 
* 


from 
THE HOUSE OF 


CHAIN DAM AMA) 


— ee — g— 





CUDDLES AND SAMMO TOYS WILL BE AVAILABLE AT ALL LEADING TOY OUTLETS EXCEPT IN THE 
STATES OF ASSAM, HIMACHAL PRADESH, MADHYA PRADESH AND NORTH EASTERN STATES 
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And News Flash, Let Us Know 
and More! 





NEXT ISSUE 


Vol. 21 June 1991 No. 12. 
PROVIDENCE PLAYS A ROLE; The bandits are 
led to the gallows. A remorseful Bhaloo Sardar 
pleads for his men. The Kotwal is firm. The 
Noose tightens around Bhaloo's neck, One.. 
Two... Three... the Kotwal counts. The rope 
Snaps, not once but thrice. Is:this the miracle 
they all awaited? A suspense-filled sequence 
in ADVENTURES OF APURVA, 

The Vanaras are desperate, The time allotted to 
them to find Sita Devi is already over, and they 
re far from even a trace of her. Prince Angada 
is afraid of facing Sugriva with a report of 
failure, The other Vanaras prepare themselves 
for death along with Angada. Hanuman instils 
some hope and courage in them. The search 
continues in VEER HANUMAN, 

Another thought-provoking story in the series 
PANCHATANTRA, brought to you in, multi- 
colour drawings by the inimitable Bujjai. 

Plus all the regular featurés fictional anecdo- 
tal, biographical, and informative. 


‘Salal, Madras 600 026 (India) and published by B. VISWANA- 
THA REDDI on behalf of CHANDAMAMA PUBLICATIONS, 


‘exclusive property ofthe publishers and copylog or adapting | 
them in any manner will be dealt with according to law. 
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ILLITERACY 


Th Ml 
The year that was would be remembered in India 
as the Literacy Year, when everybody was seized 
of the low literacy rate in the country and decided 
that something should be done to make more 
» people literate. 

Among the few achievements can be counted 
that of Kottayam in Kerala as the first city to reach 
hundred per cent literacy, Ernakulam, in Kerala, 
as the first district to reach that distinction, 
followed by Minicoy, one of the Lakshadweep 
Islands which had close historical links with 
Kerala. 

Now comes the heartening news that an area 
contiguous with Kerala has gained that covetous 
distinction in the first three months of the new 
year. The former French pocket of Mahe on the 
west coast has attained cent per cent literacy. 

All this indicates that the entire southern part of 
the west coast is in the forefront of the fight to 
eradicate illiteracy. The fight must continue, even 
if it takes all the remaining years of the last 
decade of the fading century. With it should fade 
our stigma of illiteracy, too. 
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The people of the USSR were 
recently asked a question. And 
they were to give a one-word 
answer, An overwhelming 
majority said ‘yes’. This hap- 
pened when the country held its 
first ever ‘referendum’, 

Literally, the word means ‘that 
which is to be referred’. I 
modern times, it denotes a politi- 
cal measure, as opposed to a 
legislative measure which is 
normally the prerogative of the 
elected representatives of the 
people, known by the term ‘initi- 
ative’, meaning ‘that which is to 
be initiated or introduced.’ When 


_ a country wishes to know the 





=a WINDOWONTHE WORLD SGe5s=sineosRESESS! 


minds of the people directly and 
not through their representa- 
tives, it resorts to a referendum, 
The method adopted is to put a 
question to the voters and seek an 
answer through a ballot. 

The question to the Soviet 
voter was: Do you agree to the 
Union of Soviet Socialist Repub- 
lics retaining its federal status in 
which all nationalities can enjoy 
equal rights and freedoms? 


Why was this question asked? 
Soon after President Gorba- 
chev's declaration of decentrali- 
sation of power and religious 
liberalism through his policy, 
summed up in the two popular 
terms, ‘perestroika’ and ‘glas- 
nost’, the country was beset with 
problems like food shortage, 
inflation, and a humiliating 
change in thé attitude of certain 
nations towards. the Soviet 
Union. So much s0, some 
Republies began seeking inde- 
pendence from the Union. There 
were also widespread protests 
and agitations, sometimes lead- 
ing to violence. 


* « President Gorbachev, with the 


support of the Soviet parliament, 
decided to take the plunge, and 
the results of the referendum 








have shown that he has suc- 
ceeded in his objective. Barring 
six small Republics, which offi- 
cially boycotted the referendum, 
the other nine Republics consti- 
tuting nearly ninety percent of 
the country, voted overwhelm-, 
ingly in favour of the union. 
Apart from it being an indirect 
vote of confidence in President 






Chandan , 


Gorbachev, the referendum has 
saved the Soviet Union from the 
threat of disintegration. It now 





makes it harder forthe secession- _ 


ists to pursue and press their — 
independence, — 


demand for 
Moreover, the country’s over 
hundred ethnic groups can look 
forward to greater freedom in 
their thoughts and actions. 
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MY NAME IS SATYASILA, 


IN YONDER TOWN... | 
BALL ALSO. REPAY YOUR 








THEN THEBRAHMINWENTTO] | PLEASE SELL ‘AMI | RECOLLECT! THESE| 
SATYASILA'S HOUSE. PRECIOUS JEWELS AND GET] | ARETHEJEWELSIMADEFOR| 
(E PRINCE! 


WHAT CAN! DO FOR YOU, SIR? 






































ARREST THAT BRAHMIN 


ISATYASILA WITH THE JEWELS / YES! THESE ARE THE JEWELS| 
WENT STRAIGHT TO THEKING | OF MY LATE SON. HOW DID 


YOU FIND THEM? 





IWILL BITE THE QUEEN. NO ONE 
CAN CURE HER. EXCEPT YOU... 
THE KING WILL THEN SET YOU 













naarrowsea] [woeven cues Tee vey 

Re A NSHIGUR: ReReWERAK|. Iraooe ia) TAKE ME TO THE KING. 
UNCONSCIOUS, SEVERAL) | THOUSAND VILLAGES! JPLBASE. h 
PHYSICIANS AND MANTRIKAS || CAN SAVE THE QUEEN — 

WERE CALLED, TONO AVAIL. | { 


















iE BRANNIN'S REQUESTS "0! KING! DON 







|WERE GRANTED AND HE WAS | CURE THE QUEE! 
JTAKEN TO. THE KING'S iB 





INTHE QUEEN'S APARTMENTS ( NOW WAKE UP! 0’ QUEEN! 
THE BRAHMIN MEDITATED \ WAKE UP! 
FOR SOMETIME AND: . 


> 
Ks) 


INOW | BELIEVE YOUI'TM GIVING | THANK YOU,O'KING! 









‘Q'KING! SUCH IS THE STORY OF } 

THE BRAHMIN WHO DID i3T | 

NEED THE ADVICE OF HIS TRUE 
EN 














BULL CAN GORE YOU TO| 


HE 
DEATH WiTH HI HORNS! nator ecro) 


IN THE ROYAL BED. 


A. BUG. NAMED DINDIKA. 
















HOW LUCKY WE ARE TO FEED| |ONE DAY A FLEA LANDED ON! . [HOW DARE YOU COME HERE! )( PLEASE. ACCEPT ME AS YOUR| 
Ion nGvAL LOGd EvERYOAYT | [og [ROYAL BED. oe nee Serr : 
THIS. BED LooKs ee Oady 
NTI | } 












| , cnesOnel | THATRIGHT, AS THEKING GOES| 
L HAVE TASTED THE BLOOD OF! (rH 6 MY LIFE LONG DESIRE, | JA GT! SUT THERRERTENE! «| 1o per | 
PA oe Doo | | YOUVE TO WAT TLL HE i] | 














LEAVES FROM THE LIVES OF THE GREAT 


PUNCTUAL, EXCEPT ONCE 


Mahatma Gandhi was a stickler to punctuality. Did you know that he learnt 
this good habit from his mother? It was her practice to visit a nearby temple 
every morning. She would get up before dawn and attend to her ablutions. 
From the time Mohandas had grown into a lad of 7 years, she would depend 
on him to take her to the temple. That meant an early rise for him and a bath. 
At first he did so with reluctance, but by and by he made it a habit to be 
punctual, lest his mother was delayed to carry out the chores that awaited 
her return from the temple. 

One day, Mohandas gotup as usual and, on his return for his bath, found 
that his mother was still in bed. He went and woke her up. She told him she 
had overslept as she felt unwell and had a disturbed night. The boy chided 
her for being unpunctual that morning, though they managed to visit the 
temple. 

Later in life, Mohandas Gandhi never once broke his appointment, 
whether it was a meeting with someone, a journey, or a bhajan followed bya 
discourse. Except on that fateful day, when Nathuram Godse greeted him, 


“Bapuji, you're late,” Gandhiji pulled out his watch, and Godse his gun, 
almost at the same time. Yes, the Mahatma was late by five minutes. 








(Apurva, a tiny human being with supernatural powers, created by a sage in the 
Himalayas, rescues a village boy, Samir, from 8 gang of bandits.) 


\\ s soon as the villagers saw 
/-\ Samir approaching, they 
went running towards him. His 
mother took him in her frail arms 


| and kissed him, tears of joy 


flooding her cheeks. 
“How did you manage to 
escape from the clutches of 


| Bhaloo Sardar?” asked the’ vil- 


lage headman, giving a hug to 


A Miracle Awaited 


Samir. 

“Our Samir is not only brave, 
but also extremely intelligent. I 
knew this very well,” said} 
another senior villager. The 
others nodded in approval. 

Samir merely folded his hands. 
“If today I am saved from certain 
death, it is by the intervention of 
God—through one of his angels. 


E-F-3 
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| Of that, later. The bandits have 
caused the death of so many 
people. It’s not enough if I alone 
am saved,” said Samir. 

“That’s true, my boy, but we're 
happy that at least one has 
slipped out of their net. As you 
|know, it’s impossible for us to 
|confront the bandits. Even the 
king’s officials and soldiers have 
not been able to suppress them,” 
said the headman pensively. 

“Everything has to come to an 
end. The menace of the bandits 
cannot go on forever. Now is the. 
time for the king’s soldiers to act. 
Let them come with me. I'l hand 
over the entire gang to them,” 
declared Samir. Samir’s confi- 


passing by and had been stopped 


crazy? the captain wondered. But 


well. He knew that Samir’s 
success in escaping from the 
clutches of the bandits would not 
go to his head to make him speak 
nonsense. 

“Do you mean to say you 
know where the bandits are 
hiding? Even if you can lead us 
there, do you think they would 
not have moved out by the time 
we reach there?” asked the 
headman. 

“And even if we find them, do 
you think my small regiment can 
be a match for them in number, 
arms, and strength?” asked the 
captain, lowering his voice. 

“Sir, the bandits are under a 
spell now, lying in a stupor,” said 
Samir. 

The captain’s face suddenly 
looked bright. He signalled his 
soldiers to follow him—and 
Samir. His mother caught hold 
of his hands and pleaded, “My 
son, eat some food before you set 
out again for the forest. You 
must be hungry and tired.” 

“Mother, I can eat to my 


dence surprised everybody. The | 
captain of the soldiers, who were | 


by the villagers, looked. quizzi- | 
cally at the boy. Had he gone | 


the village headman knew Samir | 





heart’s content once my mission 
is accomplished. Any delay may 
spoil the opportunity,” replied 
Samir, as he hurried out showing 
the way. The captain walked 
beside him. They were followed 
by the soldiers, and behind them 
the village headman and several 
able-bodied villagers armed with 


| lathis. 


They walked with great enthu- 
siasm, though with caution, too. 
The valley: where the bandits 
camped was near at sight. Asking 
the party to stop, Samir climbed 
onto arock. He smiled. He could 
see the bandits still lying asleep. 
Some of them were even snoring. 
On a sign from him, the captain 
and the village headman climbed 
up the rock. As directed by the 
captain, the soldiers cut down 

| some creepers. They were as 
sturdy and strong as well-knit 
rope. They began tying the hands 
of every member of the gang. 

It was Bhaloo Sardar who 
| opened his eyes first. He blinked 
and looked quite bewildered as 
his eyes fell on the captain’s face. 

“Get up, you rogue! And 

| walk! If you refuse, we'll have to 
drag you through the thorny and 

| rocky meadow. Parts of your 
} limbs. may remain behind you. 
| We won't mind, at least your 








heads will be with us! That'll 
satisfy the king,” said the 
captain. 

It still took some time before 
Bhaloo Sardar realised that he 
and his followers had been taken 
prisoners. As if by instinct, he 
tried to free himself, by biting off 
the creeper. But the captain 
planted a heavy blow on his 
mouth. “One more bite, and I'l 
knock all your teeth off!” He 
then gave another blow on his 
head. “Bhaloo! You've harassed | 
hundreds of men and women; 
you've stabbed people, you've 
clubbed them, you've beaten so 
many of them to death. Don’t 





expect any mercy from us. At the | 





































slightest sign of resistance, we'll 
dismember you. We'll kill every 
one of your followers, without 
any hesitation. So be sensible, 
and walk like docile cattle. Do 
you follow what I say?” 
The captain’s stern voice rever- 
“|berated all around, It echoed 
against the hills. 

By then, all the members of the 
gang were on their feet. With 
their hands tied, and the captain’s 









thunder-claps, it was not difficult 
for them to realise that their 
game was up. 

The soldiers whipped them as 
they were made to walk. Most of 
them were still drowsy. But they 





threat falling on their ears like 


CHANDAMAMA, 
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were whipped again and again. 
They crossed the forest and 
reached Samir’s village. 
Hundreds of people had gathered 
from the nearby villages to see 
the drama. The bandits walked, 
heads hung. The villagers once 
harassed by them came forward 
to wreak their vengeance on 
them, But Samir checked them. 
“Let the law take its course. 
These fellows ate already humil- 
iated,” he said. 

The villagers lifted up Samir in 
joy. He, the captain, and the 
soldiers were entertained to a 
sumptuous meal by the villagers. 

Samir was standing. under a 
tree. Suddenly he heard a whistle. 
There was something so charm- 
ing about the tune that he could 
not help looking in the direction 
from which it came. It was a 
joyous sight, for a little away, 
hidden behind a bush, stood his 
saviour, Apurva. 

Samir was about to rush to 
him when Apurva made a ges- 
ture. Apparently he did not want 
others to see or know about him. 
Samir waited for a moment and 
then, without attracting the 
attention of others, went near 
him, “I’m really delighted!” said 
Samir. 

“So am I, for, you could get the 





| [wicked bandits caught. No doubt 


| they’re wicked, but they too have 
| hunger and thirst like anybody 
} else. You may ask the village 
| headman to feed them,” said 
| Apurva. 

| “T shall, O angel,” said Samir. 

“Call me a friend, not angel,” 

| chided Apurva. 

The bandits soon found them- 
selves in prison, Not only their 

| hands, but their legs also had 

been tied with chains. They were 
given just enough food to keep 

|them alive, before they were 
hanged. 

All the bandits were to die on 
the gallows. That was the king’s 
decree. 

“Bhaloo! It’s all because of 
you that we’re in such a miserable 
state today,” one of the bandits 
burst out. 

| “You call me Bhaloo? Don’t 
forget that I’m still your chief. 
And you've to address me as 
| Sardar,” shouted Bhaloo. 
| “Forget? I’ve forgotten every- 
| thing, except that we’re going to 
| die—all because of you. How can 
you still expect us to show respect 
| to you?” rebuffed the bandit. 
“Shut up! I'll hang you!” 
threatened Bhaloo Sardar in a 
shrill voice. 
“You need not take that trou- 
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ble. I’m’ going to be hanged 
anyway, and so are you!” 
quipped the bandit. | 

Bhaloo Sardar ground his | 
teeth in anger. He was shocked, 
Not only had one of his followers: 
dared to snub him, but all the 
others had kept quiet! Did that 
mean they were all together and 
conspiring against him? 

Suddenly, they heard a voice, 
“You fellows, do you wish to 
escape death?” 

Who was it that asked the 
question? They looked around, 
but could not see anyone. But 
there was such a melody, at the | 
same time such force, in the voice 
that it raised hopes in all the 














| prisoners. 

“Who’s speaking?” asked Bha- 

|} loo Sardar, staring at the dark 
corner of the room from where 
| the voice came. 

“The same person who was 
responsible for your capture!” 
said the voice, coolly. 

“If you were responsible for 
our capture, why do you now 
} want to set us free?” asked 

| Bhaloo Sardar. 

“My joy lies not in the death of 
| acriminal, but in his new birth, in 
| his remorse, in his reformation. 
| You had to be caught because 
| you were leading a life of sin. You 

were causing sorrow to others 


| and were destroying yourselves. 
[ase Atay 
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You did not know into what kind 
of dark hell you were plunging 
your souls. If you continue to do 
so, there’s no use living further,” 
said the voice. 

Needless to say, it was Apurva. 
But the bandits were unable to 
see him. 

They kept quiet for a while. 
Then several of them together 
implored, “Kindly allow us to 
live. We won’t be the same. We'll 
do whatever you want us to do. 
We'll be good. We'll live peace- 
fully. That’s a promise!” 

“What does Bhaloo Sardar 
say?” asked Apurva, tauntingly. 

First a whimper, then a sob 
was heard. He cried, “Once I, 
too, dreamed of a peaceful, 
happy life. By and by, I strayed 
into the life of a criminal. If you 
can really save us, we'll dedicate 
our lives to you!” 

“Dedicate your lives to your 
souls, that would be enough,” 
Apurva cut him short. “Your 
soul is a spark of God. Once you 
are in touch with it, it won't allow 
you'to go astray.” 

“I don’t bother about myself. If 
the king would pardon the oth- 
ers, I don’t mind being hanged,” 
said Bhaloo in all humility. 

“That’s the first sign of a 
change in you. Now, listen to me. 
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I shall plead for you with the 
| king, though I can’t promise 
. | anything. Meanwhile, pass your 
| time in prayers. Seek God’s 
| forgiveness. He alone can save 
| you,” said Apurva. 
| Apurva instructed Samir to 
| plead with the king and secure his 
pardon for the bandits, Samir 
| went to the king, but he would 
| not accept the boy’s pleas. “These 
| rogues have killed numerous 
people. They must be hanged,” 
said the king, who seemed to 
| have made up his mind, Yet he 
| was most kind towards Samir. 
“My lord, I’ve a feeling that 
| God has already pardoned them. 
He would like to give them a 
chance to lead a new life,” said 
| Samir. 
| “Are you the voice of God?” 
| asked the king, jocularly. 
| “No, my lord, but I hear the 
| voice of God through the angel 





who saved me from the bandits,” 
replied Samir. 

“Look here, if God wants to 
save them, he should do some 
miracle,” argued the king. 

“The bandits are repenting. 
There’s a change of heart in them. | 
That itself is a miracle, isn’t it?” | 
asked Samir, politely. 

“May be, but that’s not enough 
for me. God can even send a| 
streak of lightning to strike at the | 
rope by which Bhaloo would be } 
hanged, should he wish to save 
that fellow!” said the king, | 
laughing and patting Samir on 
the back. 

Though Samir was disap- 
pointed, he went back and 
reported everything to Apurva. 

“The miracle the king awaits 
will be performed!” said Apurva. | ~ 

There was an air of mystery in 
that declaration. 

—To continue | 








{|n days gone by, an. unusual 
Usound came forth from the 
forest glade. A handsomie knight 
|‘who was passing by stood 
| stunned for a moment, then 
| suddenly saw in front of him a 
| charming sight. He hid behind a 
| thicket and looked on’intently. 
| Under the great Oak and 
| around a cackling fire danced 
and frolicked a host of gleeful 
childrén. They were, in fact, 
waiting for Grandpa Long Long 
| Beard. Who was he? Whence did 
| he come? No one knew, but the 
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children loved him and he loved | 
them, too. | 
Crick Crack, Crickety Crack! | 
sang the wooden shoes of | 
Grandpa Long Long Beard. He | 
appeared, back slightly bent | 
under a large bag, a parrot | 
perched on his shoulder, and his | 
soft snow-white beard flowing | 
down to his toes. | 
“Good morning, my sweet | 
little cherubs,” he gently greeted | 
them and the parrot repeated 
after him. | 


“Good morning, Grandpa. | 





What’re you going to tell us 
| today?” asked the children in a 
musical voice. 

| “Ah! I’ve important news for 
you,” he replied, distributing 
presents and cookies of nuts and 
| honey from his bag. _ 

“The two kingdoms bordering 
this forest are making war on 
each other,” continued the old 
man. “But alas! the good king, 
with a daughter as beautiful as 
the spring day, will always be 
defeated.” 

“Why?” interrupted the parrot 
who, too, was listening with 
interest. 

“Just because his army cannot 
cross the deep winding river. For, 
| there is no bridge over it,” replied 
| his master. : 
| “What'll happen to the beauti- 
| ful princess, then?” asked a wee 
| girl, betraying great anxiety. 
| “The wicked king will take her 
| to his land and marry her off to 
| his son,” said the old man. 
| “Is there no way out to save the 
| good king?” enquired a smart 
| 





little lad. 

“There is, yet there is not. For, 
| The twig of the Cedar tree, 
} Not very far from you and 
| me, 

{ Shall form a bridge when 
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~ placed on water, 


thereafter. 
But whosoever lets this truth 
out; 


The army then can cross | 
| 
| 

Shall turn to stone before he | 


| 
can shout,” 


The young knight, who was 
from the land of the good king, 
had heard enough. He found the 
Cedar tree without any difficulty | 
and, breaking a twig, made his | 
way to the palace. | 

“Your Majesty, at nightfall I | 
will build a bridge across the 
river. Please do not ask me | 
anything further,” said the young | 
man. | 
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| “If you accomplish what you 
|say,” replied the king; “you shall 
be aptly rewarded.” 

| As-soon as the knight placed 
the twig on the water, it 
expanded and formed a bridge 
across the river. The next day, the 
king’s army crossed over to the 
jother side. They took the enemy 
\by surprise and defeated them. 
But within a few days, the enemy 
regained strength and won a 
victory. 

| The young man went to the 


‘\great Oak and saw the children: 


\playing around the fire. He 
|waited, concealed by the thick 
shrub. Crick Crack, Crickety 
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Crack. Grandpa Long Long 


Beard made his appearance. 
“What interesting tidings do 


you bring us today?” asked the .| 


children excitedly. 

“Yes, I do have some news for 
you. I'll tell you. But, mind you, 
never repeat it aloud once'you’ve 
heard it. The good king did 
manage to build a bridge with the 
help of the knight who heard my 
words the other day. But the 
enemy has again gained advan- 
tage. 


“Yet, there is a huge Fig tree, | 


Not very far from you and | 


me. 
The powdered figs when 
thrown on eyes, 


Shall drive away the bad bad 


guys. 
But whosoever lets this truth 
out, 
Shall turn to stone before he 
can shout.” 

The knight found the Fig tree 
without any trouble. He gathered 
some fruit and powdered them 
under a rock. Then, going to the 
king, he said, “My Lord, do not 
be disheartened. Challenge the 


enemy tomorrow. Instruct the | 


army to execute the attack along 
with the flow of the wind. Put me 
in the first rank and the day shall 


28 














be ours.” 


The king was happy that there _ 


was such a brave man in his 
realm. He consented to the 
knight’s proposal and promised 
hima greater reward if he suc- 
ceeded in his task. 3 

There was a fierce battle the 
following day. The young man 
spread the powdered figs in the 
air. Black clouds formed as 
though by magic and blinded the 
enemy without even bursting into 
a shower. Many fought bravely 
but fell to the sword of the knight 
and his men. Others fled. The 
wicked King was forced to 
surrender. 

The king; overjoyed at the 
young man’s achievements, 
embraced him and said, “What 
other worthy reward do /you 
deserve but the hand of my 
daughter? You're daring and 
noble.” 

Awaiting the day fixed for the 
marriage, the young man often 
took long walks with the princess 
in the sprawling palace gardens. 
Ond day, she asked him, “Tell 
me, dear, how could you con- 


struct a bridge across the river in. 


a single night? And what is that 
magical substance that drove 
away the enemy?” 


The knight, who had by now 
forgotten the ominous warning, 
told the princess all about the 
strange happenings in the forest. 
Alas, no sooner had he reached 
the end of the story than he 
turned intoa statue of stone, The 
delicate princess gave a frightful 
cry and one of the king’s nobles, 
who happened to be nearby, 
rushed to her side. 

“What has befallen our gallant 
knight?” he asked the princess. 

Recovering from her shock, 
the princess related in every 


detail what she had just gathered, |" 


Scarcely had she ended her story 
than she, too, was transformed 


CHANDAMAMA 
23 








A 





|into stone, 

The small kingdom knew no 
greater sorrow. ‘There, in the 
palace gardens, amidst bright- 
|hued flowers, dancing fountains 
jand sweet chirping of birds, 
stood the lifeless statues of the 
beautiful princess and the hand- 
|some knight. 

The noble who had heard the 
story from the princess could not 
|get a wink of sleep. He was 
|overcome with the desire to find 
the enchanting place and the 
mysterious Grandpa Long Long 
Beard. On the morrow he went to 
|the forest and found the great 
|Oak. There, in the clearing, the 

















fire was cackling merrily and the | 


children were playing around it. 
Crick Crack, Crickety Crack! 


Grandpa Long Long Beard made | 


his appearance wearing his sing- 
ing shoes of wood. 

“What news do you have for 
us, Grandpa?” the children eag- 
erly asked. . 


“Of course, I do have some | 
news for you,” he replied. “The | 


other day one of the king’s 
officers happened to ride by this 
place when he overheard me. He 
built a bridge across the river and 
beat the enemy by means of the 
powdered figs and brought vic- 
tory to his land. The grateful king 
offered him his daughter’s hand 
in marriage. But alas, the young 
man revealed the secret to the 
princess and forthwith turned 
into stone..The princess, too, 
repeated it and met the same fate. 
The merry kingdom is now 
plunged in the deepest sorrow.” 
“O dear, dear!” a sensitive 
little girl cried out, drops of tears 
trickling down her rosy cheeks. 
“But,” continued the old man, 
“A spring runs over the lea, 
Not very far from you and 
me, 
When sprinkled with water 
from this stream, 


















The statues will again like 
humans dream. 
But whosoever lets this truth 
OG cin 
Shall turn to stone before he 
can shout.” 
The noble located the brook 
without much difficulty and 
brought a cupful of its sparkling 


water. He then hastened to the” 


palace gardens. Scarcely had he 
sprinkled a few drops on the two 
statues, lo .and behold! there 
stood before him the princess and 
the knight in flesh and blood. 
The kingdom wore a festive 
look arid was agog with excite- 
ment as the good news spread 
everywhere. The_happy monarch 
asked the noble how he could 
perform such a miracle and 
restore his daughter to life. But 
| the good man refused to reveal 
-| the secret that might lead to 
terrible consequences. The king, 
however, insisted and was bent 
upon knowing it. The noble’s 
persistent refusal angered him. 
“If you do not reveal the 
mystery behind this miracle, you 
shall be banished forever from 
my land,” said the king to the 
noble. Ses 
“Your Majesty, please grant 
me a week’s time,” begged he. 





“So be it,” replied the king. 
“But mind you, on the seventh 


day you should present yourself | © 


before me.” 

Next day, early in the morning, 
the noble wended his way to the 
charming spot, by way of taking 
a chance—if he could hear some 
clue to save himself. 

The children had just gathered 
around the fire and were relishing 
plum cakes their Grandpa had 
brought out of his large bag. The 
parrot was entertaining them all 
with his nonsense rhymes and 
abracadabras. 

“T've something interesting to 


tell you today,” said the old man; 
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“but you must not by any means 
‘| repeat it. Last time one of the 
king’s men hidden behind that 
bush heard my words. He found 
the spring and with its magical 
water restored the princess and 
the knight back to life, But the 
king now wants to know how he 
could perform such a miraculous 
feat. What can he do but to let the 
secret out? Well, he shall forth- 
with be changed into stone.” 

“Please do tell us Grandpa 
Long Long Beard, is there no 
way to. prevent this mishap?” 
asked his wee audience all to- 
gether. : 

“There is,” replied the old 
man, “but you mustn't talk about 
it. 

“There is a tall Cherry tree, 
Not very far from you and 
me. 

Whoever eats its big round 
fruit, ripe and red, 


Can speak the truth with no 
fear dread. 

But should he Jet his own 
secret out, 

He shall turn to stone before 
he can shout.” 

The noble at once rushed to the 
Cherry tree and ate one of its red 
fruits. He then hurried to the 
palace and recounted to an 
astonished king the story behind 
the strange happenings. As he 
never said how he immuned 
himself against the ill effect, 
nothing happened to him. 

The marriage of the brave 
knight and the beautiful princess 
was performed with much gaiety. 
By the way, the noble assumed 
the role of the bridegroom’s 
guardian, as the knight had lost 
his own father. 

And all of them‘lived happily 
thereafter. 

—Retold be Anup Kishore Das 















CONSECRATE YOURSELF TO THE MOTHERLAND 


India had many celebrated leaders to lead her struggle for freedom. 
Among them one had a very special appeal for the people. She was 
Sarojini Naidu, a great woman who knew no fear and a poet of 
commendable calibre. 

Her father, Aghorenath Chattopadhya, served as the Principal 
of the Nizam College at Hyderabad. She was born there in 1879, 
Though a Bengali Brahmin, she married.a Telugu Kshatriya, Dr. 
Govindarajulu Naidu. In all her actions and ideas, she proved 
progressive alike. She became the, President of the National 
Congress in 1925. 

Wherever she went, she inspired people with the greatness of 
India, the richness and grandeur of this ancient civilisation. This is 
the pledge she took at the beginning of her political career, and she 
wanted others to take: 

“Stand with me, with the stars and the hills for witness, and in 
their presence consecrate your life, your talents, your-song, your 
speech, your thought, your charm to your Motherland.” 


DO YOU KNOW 


. Custom makes even a newborn male a prospective hunter and 
warrior. Where? 

. Which is the highest waterfall in the world? 

. What is the difference between the Queen of Deccan and the 
Deccan Queen? 

. If gondolas can be seen in Venice, where can similar boats be 
seen in India? 

5. How does the monolith figure of Gomateswara in Sravana- 

belagola compare with the Qutb Minar—in height? 
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Along with the various wealth 
that emerged from the ocean 
when it was churned by the gods 
and the demons, was goddess, 
Lakshmi. 
She is worshipped as the god- 


dess of Wealth, but it is not — 


merely a material wealth over 


_ which She presides. She is the 


of true wealth—the wealth 
of inner prosperity, That is to 
say, by Her grace, one can ‘find 
deep peace which comes out of a 
total: trust i 1 the Divine. - : 


‘Lakshmi is the consort. of 
Narayana or Vishni 
names of Lakshmi 











Vishnu is known as Sripati. In 
her heavenly abode, She is Svar- 
galakshmi; in households She is 
called Grihalakshmi; merchants 
worship Her as Vanijyalakshmi 


EXTRAORDINARY GIRLS 


| Two Indian girls were in the news 
recently. And both were appearing for 
the 10th standard examination. Mou- 
shumi Chakravarty was singled outin 
West Bengal, as she is only 8 years 7 
months, and is credited with an 
extraordinary memory. Sunita 
Kacharu Sawant of Maharashtra 
wrote all her papers with her toes, as 
she has no hands. Though she was 
offered an extra half-hour for each 
| paper, she completed every one of 


| them within the allotted three hours. 





and the warriors worship Her as 
Vijayalakshmi. The flower, lotus, 
is so dear to Her that she is also 
known as Kamala, a name for 
lotus. 


An 8-year old American boy gave 
Mr. George Bush a tough time 
refusing to be convinced that it was 
the U.S. President himself who stood 
by his side in the classroom. He was 
visiting the Barcroft Elementary 
School. He showed little Anthony 
Henderson his driving licence that 
carries his name; he also showed him) 
his credit card, besides a photograph 
of his grandson; finally he pointed at 
the Presidential limousine parked at 
the gate. Anthony merely smiled at all}. 
this exercise, as if he wanted better 
evidence! 
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LET US EXPLORE THE WORLD 
OF LITERATURE 


rahi One chapter in a book written by Bhaskara was named aftr his 
‘daughter. What was her name? The name of the book? ~ 


ca Tie con Rees asian CV Raman to write & book. 


4, Pies Each Man ia Bevopetsiualiyecijesred under another title. 
“Name the book and its author, 


5. Naty Aisi ae hd AS ass GCA tho teat nate tid ils 
__, known writers, Who are they? 


Name the book. 


|| 2. Who was the t Rustin writer to rosie the Nobel Prize for 











DO YOU KNOW? 


1, 


In Coorg, Karnataka, a little 
bow and arrow are placed in 
the hands of an infant, and a 
‘gun is fired to herald his entry 
into the world. ’ 

. The Jog Falls in Karnataka 
have a drop of 253 metres, 


"3. The Queen of Deccan is how 


Pune is popularly called; the 


Deccan Queen is the name of || * 


the daily superfast train run- 
ning between Pune and Bom- 
bay (190 km). 





4. Shikaras, in the Dal lake of 
Kashmir. 7 

5. One is 17 metres and the other 
71 metres high. 


LITERATURE 


1. Leelavati, Siddhantasiromani 
2. Mikhail Sholokov, in 1965. 


3. The Physiology of Vision, 
which is an appreciation of 
colours. 

. 1984, by George Orwell 


. George Eliot, George Orwell, 
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There was a beautiful village | 
| situated in a valley. Once upon a | 
| time there was a lake in place of | 
the valley. But the lake had dried | 
up and a village had come up. | 
Nature smiled on the village. The | 
| people had excellent crops. | 





| Atone end of thevillage livedan | | 
old man named Philemon and | 

his wife, Bauci. They were poor, | 
but worked hard and cultivated | 
grapes. What they earned was | 
just enough for two meals a day. | 
They had no regrets. 


| | 








One evening, the couple heard | 
| the village dogs barking and the | 
| boys yelling. They feared that 

some travellers were being 

harassed, for the villagers were 
very cruel and they set their dogs. 

| and children upon any stranger 
they saw. 






















































, "Why don't you drink some? 
There's still plenty in the jug!” 
said the strangers. Bewildered, - 
Phitemon and Bauci tasted the 
milk. Indeed, it was delicious 
beyond description! Surpris= 
ingly, the guests cut a piece from 
the loaf, but it remained of the 
same size, z 









The strangers spent their nightin 
the couple's hut. When it was 
morning, they prepared to set out 
on their journey. The couple 
proposed to go with them till the 
end of the village so that they’ 
were not harassed by anybody. , 





But imagine the bewilderment of 
“Philemon and Bauci when they 
“saw that the village had just 
vanished! In its place was a lake. 
\'The villagers did not deserve 
this valley. So the lake has 
| "reclaimed the village! All the 
“villagers are now living as fish,” 

explained the strangers. ~ 











“Now, look back!” the strangers 
told the couple. What should they 
‘see but a beautiful house stand- 
ing in place of their old hut? “You 
both are so kind towards 
strangers. We thought you néed 
a bigger house for entertaining 
more of them!” they said. The old 
man and his wife bowed to them, 
but they, too, had disappeared. 





Their jug never failed to pour out 
delicious milk for all the weary 
travellers who took shelter in 
their house. Their grapevine 
became the talk of the land, 
because the grapes were so 
sweet! Although they were old, 
they were never wanting in 
enthusiasm to entertain whoever 
came their way. 


A new village grew around the 
lake. The people were very 
respectful of Philemon and 
Bauci. They never ate, any fish 
from the lake because the fish 
were once human beings! Atlast 
one day, Philemon and Bauci 
were not to be seen. They had 
become twotrees,anoakanda 
linden, giving shade to all. 











urna and Suraj were two 
young men who were very 
poor. There was nobody in their 
village rich enough to employ 
them in his fields. 

One day the two friends left for 
a bigger village where there were 
several wealthy farmers and 
merchants. They worked in the 
fields of one of them. They were 
paid according to their work. If 
they ploughed two acres of land 
instead of one or cleaned one acre 
| of wasteland instead of half-acre 
\during a day, they were paid 
|twice the normal daily wage. 
| They were keen to save enough 
money so that one day they could 
}build huts for themselves and 
|marry too! That is why they did 
jnot take any house on rent. They 
{found a lonely place outside the 
}village. There was a huge banyan 
[tree there. Their employer gave 
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them their mid- -day meals. In the | 
evening they retired to their | 
shelter under the banyan tree and | 
cooked their food and slept there. 
Nearby there was a large lake. | 
They bathed and cleaned their 
clothes there. They hid their 
money in the hollow of the tree. 

One day, after returning from 
their work, they saw that the 
ground under the banyan tree | 
had been swept clean. The earth- 
ern pots they used for cooking 
had been washed, Even some dry | 
twigs had been collected and left | 
there. 

“Has someone else started | 
living here?” asked Purna with | 
some irritation. 

“I hope, nobody, has stolen 
our money away!” said Suraj, as 
he put his hand into the hollow. 

He shrieked in horror. “What 
is the matter?” Purna asked. 














| 


| “I touched something fleshy, 
| but as hot as fire!” said Suraj. 

Suddenly they heard a’ nasal 
| voice: “I am sorry to have scared 

you, I am a poor ghoul who has 
| taken shelter here!” 

Next moment a huge dark 
| creature emerged from the hol- 
| low and bowed to them. 

} Both the friends had the 
. } creeps, but they. put up brave 
j faces and looked at the ghoul 
straight in the eye. “What busi- 
}ness have you to occupy our 
| hollow?” demanded Purna. : 

“The. greatest wizard of this 

| land happens to be my maternal 





| uncle’ $ paternal uncle’s brother- 


in-law’s brother-in- awl If 1 
report to him, he will forthwith | 
put an end to your ghoulish life!” 
Suraj sounded very impressive. 

“Kindly don’t do any such 
thing!” pleaded the ghoul. “As 
you Know, we ghouls cannot live 
at any place of our choice. We 
can live only in the hollows of | 
trees which are at least nine | 
hundred years old. There is no 
other tree of that age anywhere 
nearby excepting this one. Where 
could I go once I was driven out 
of my horde?” 

“You must have been very 
naughty to be driven out of your | 
horde!” observed Purna. | 

“Not so. It is because of the } 
loss of my teeth that I had to | 
suffer that humiliation. You see, | 
in the community of ghouls, teeth | | 
are a must. Once a ghoul loses his | 
teeth. it is believed that he would 
bring ill-luck to the community. | 
So he is thrown out,” said the | 
ghoul. 

“But how did you lose your | 
teeth?” asked Suraj. 

= that is a long story. There | 
was... | 


Suraj stopped the ghoul from | | 


going on with his narration with | 
an impatient gesture of his hand | 


and said, “We have no time for 
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your long story. You may go!” 

“Where can I go? Let me be 
here. I will serve you not like one 
servant but like a full dozen 
servants. I will cook for you 
gathering vegetables from the 
forest and fish from the lake; I 
will wash your clothes and keep 
this place clean!” said the ghoul. 

By then the first surprise and 
fear of meeting a ghoul had been 
over. Purna and Suraj exchanged 
looks and decided to try a new 
pattern of living, with-the ghoul 
for their assistant. — ; 

“All right. Stay on,” they said. 
The ghoul was delighted. He 
cooked for them their dinner for 
that very night and they found 
the food quite tasteful, The ghoul 
of course devoured the lion’s 
share. 

Next day the two friends went 
out to attend to their work as 
usual. The ghoul kept itself busy 
cleaning the place and washing 
their clothes. 

Days passed and Purna and 
Suraj were happy with their 
assistant. Now they could work 
longer and earn more. One day 
while giving them money, their 
employer said, “It seems you are 
already married!” 

“What made you think so, 
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-gold denture for the ghoul? He 


‘extremely sad for losing its teeth. 
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sir?” asked the two friends. 

The employer laughed and 
explained, “I have seen that when 
people marry they work harder in 
order to earn more.” 

As he laughed, the two friends 
saw that two of his teeth dazzled. 
It is because they were made of 
gold. 

On their way to their shelter, 
Purna said, “What if we buy a 














would be so happy!” 
“That is true. The poor thing is 








But the gold denture would cost a 
Jot. A silver one would do,” said 
Suraj. 




















The two friends went to a 

| goldsmith asked him to make a 

| silver denture which would be 
twice as big as that worn by any 
| human being—and with two 


| teeth jutting out like the tusks of 
| an elephant. 

| “What for?” asked the 
| craftsman. 


| “For a drama. A man acting 
| the role of a ghoul has to wear 

| | it!” said the two friends. 

| To their pleasant surprise, the 
craftsman had such a set with 
him which was once used bya 

| Raja’s drama troupe. The troupe 
had been disbanded and he had 

| pppen: it sins with a few other 





things. He sold it to the two 
» friends. 
The goldsmith’s little son who | 


overheard a part of their conyer- 


sation came closer to them and | 
asked, “What! You need denture | 


for a ghoul? How are you related 
to a ghoul? And how did the 
ghoul lose his teeth?” . 


The two friends said jokingly, | 


“Well, we have tamed a ghoul 
serving us. Itlost its teeth because 
it was naughty and so the king of 
ghouls knocked them off! He 
serves us expecting that we will 
give him a set of silver teeth!” 

“And you are going to fulfil his 
desire?” said the boy and he 
laughed. 

Purna and Suraj were leaving 


the place. The boy asked them, | 
“Don’t you wish to know why I | 


laughed?” 

“Another time, boy, we are ina 
hurry today,” said the two 
friends and they went away. 

Back at the banyan tree, they 
presented the denture to the 
ghoul. It was so happy that it 
danced around them and saw the 
reflection of its face on the waters 
of the lake. 

“Now, I will not only be 
admitted into my horde, but also 


would become the king of the 


ghouls, for ‘no other ghoul has 
silver teeth!” exclaimed the 
ghoul. 

“Are you going to leave us?” 
asked Purna and Suraj. 

But the ghoul was in no mood 
to answer them. He flew and 
disappeared. 

The two friends looked at each 
other and heaved sighs of 
disappointment. 


“Who is a political commentator?” 
“A fellow who predicts what will 
happen and then can explain why it 
did not happen.” 


“Who is an economist?” 
“A fellow who knows all about money 
but hasn't any.” 


“Who is an electrician?” 
“A man who wires for money.” 


Next day, as they happened to 
pass by the goldsmith’s house, 
they saw the little boy. 

“Hello boy, why did you laugh 
yesterday?” they asked. 

“If you give your ghoul a set of 


silver teeth, do you hope that it 
will still serve you? Won’t it go 
away to show it to the other 
ghouls?” said the boy, The two 
friends nodded sadly. 
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YEOMAN’S SERVICE | 


What does the expression ‘Yeoman's service’ mean? asks Santosh Kumar 
Behera of Narsingpur. 

Gentlemen serving in royal households in ancient England were called 
yeomen. They held a special rank and were considered close to the king in 
times of war. Victories always resulted in their receiving favours from the 
king. They were famous for their bravery and honesty. Sometimes even a 
single act earned the epithet ‘yeoman’s service’. Nowadays, especially on 
the death of a great personality, his yeoman's service to the country (ora 
cause) is remembered or recalled in obituaries. 

Bani Chakraborthy of Dombivli wants to know, who are “strange 
bedfellows.” 

Bedfellows, simply, share the same bed and thus become colleagues. But 
itis misery or adversity that makes strange bedfellows. In his play Tempest, 
Shakespeare says: “My best way is to creep under his gaberdine; there is no 
other shelter hereabout; misery acquaints a man with strange bedfellows.” 
One-time deadly enemies thus become sworn allies against a common 
enemy. 














‘Sugriva hestitates to face an enraged Lakshmana, and sends Tara to pacify him. Lakshmana 
reminds him of his indeftedness to Rama. Sugriva accompanics Lakehmana to meet Rama. 
The Vanaras arrive and receive instructions from Sugriva. 


ugriva had no doubt that 

Hanuman was the most cap- 
able of all his, lieutenants. “O 
great Hanuman! You can con- 
quer earth, air, water, as-well as 
the sky. There’s hardly a forest, 
hill, or ocean unfamiliar to you. 
You can be as fast as the wind. 


There’s none on earth who can 


rival you in strength. I depend 


entirely on you in our mission to 
search for Sita Devi.” 

Rama, who was listening to 
Sugriva’s praise of Hanuman, 
naturally looked upon him as an 
able ally. He removed his ring 
with his name engraved onitand, 
handing it over to Hanuman, 
said, “O hero of heroes! Show 
this to Sita when you find her, 





HOPE FROM SOUTH 








and the ring would dispel any 
doubt that she might have. It 
would assure her that you are my 
| emissary. I have a feeling that 
you would bring us the success 
| that we desire!” 

Hanuman took the ring from 
| Rama with reverence and pros- 
| trated before him. When he got 
| up, Rama hugged him and said, 
|“O Hanuman, need I say how 
much I depend on you? Come 
| soon, but with glad tidings.” 

The Vanaras scattered in all 
directions. They were giver a 
| month’s time to achieve their 
| mission and come back. 

After the search parties had 





been duly despatched, Rama and 
Lakshmana rested in a cave on 
Mount Prastravana, anxiously | 
awaiting their return. Sugriva | 
was happy that he had dis- | 
charged the first part of his duty. | 
The party that went to the east | 
was led by Vinata, and that to the | 
west by Sushena. A third group | 
went northward. Hanuman, Tar, 
and Angada were among those 
who marched towards the south. 
Each of the search parties did | 
all they could to trace Sita Devi. 
River or lake, forest or hill, they 
combed every nook and corner. 
No place was left out. At the end 
of the day, they would spend the 
night together and discuss their 
course of action for the morrow. } 
A month was about to pass thus, 
and they were nowhere near 
success. Those who had gone to 
the east, west, and north returned 
to Mount Prastravana to report | 
their failure to Sugriva who 
remained with Rama and 
Lakshmana. 
* But the three did not give up 
hope, for, the party that had gone 
south was yet to return. From 
whatever information they had 
gathered, they had concluded | 
that -Ravana had proceeded 
southward with Sita. 


Meanwhile, Hanuman’s party 
| reached Vidyachala. It was a vast 
area dotted with innumerable 
hills, forests, and rivers. The 
forests abounded in various 
| fruits, and the Vanaras made 
good use of them. 

One day they came upon an 
| area looking almost like a desert. 
| Evidently, the rivers had dried 
}up, and not a single bird or 
animal could be seen. Let alone 
| any tree, not even a blade of grass 


| could be found there. 
The Vanaras were perhaps not 


j aware that once upon a time, a 
great rishi had lived there. Kandu 
enjoyed spiritual powers. At the 
same time, he was very short- 
tempered. His sixteen-year-gld 
son died all of a sudden, and the 
Tishi became so angry that he 
cursed the forest, reducing it to a 
desert. 
| Though a desert, the Vanaras 
made a thorough search of the 
place. As they moved further, 
they entered a deep forest where 
they encountered a ferocious 
demon. He yelled at them. “You 
puny creatures, I shall swallow 
you one by one at my leisure! 


Now don’t try to run away, that'll” 


be in vain. Surely, it’s the god of 
Death who has brought you to 
me!” 





This demon could very well be 
Ravana, thought Angada. In the 
twinkling of an eye, he struck him 
a hard blow, which was enough 


to kill him. 
The Vanaras were elated, They 


were under the impression that 
they had killed Ravana, and so 


could now easily search for Sita | 


Devi in the caves nearby. How- 
ever, a thorough search of the 
forest was in vain. Sita Devi was 
nowhere there. 


Disheartened, the tired Vana- | 


ras gathered under a tree. 
Angada addressed them: 


“For long we have searched | 


the forests, hills, rivers, and the 


caves. We have left out no place. | 


4° 


‘Yet we haven’t succeeded in 
getting at Ravana or rescuing 
Sita Devi. You all know how 
ruthless a task~master Sugriva is. 
Before we go back to report our 
failure to him, we would better 
make one more effort to find Sita 
Devi. Friends, let’s not relax 
anymore.” 

Gandhamadan supported 
Angada’s views and goaded the 
Vanaras to action. Accordingly, 
they dispersed throughout 
Vidyachala to resume their 
search. Vidyachala was a fairly 
large province, and by the time 
they were through with every 
portion, the time allotted by 
Sugriva was coming to an end. 
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They were now desperate, but: 
remained a determined lot. Espe- 
cially Hanuman, Gaja, Gabak- 
sha, Gabaya, Sharava, Maind, |. 
Dwividha, Jambavan, Nala, 
Angada and Tar. 

Suddenly, they came upon a 
hitherto unfamiliar place with a 
tunnel. Its mouth was covered by 
creepers and bushes, so much so 
it appeared almost inaccessible. 
The Vanaras were tired and 
hungry, and awfully thirsty, too. 
They had looked for water every- 
where, but could not find any. 
However, they saw a number of 
birds, like herons and geese, 
coming out of the tunnel. 

Surprised, the Vanaras 
approached the tunnel. Hanu- 
man, who had a better knowl- 
edge of places than anyone else, 
said, “Looking at these birds and 
the growing creepers, it appears 
there is water inside. Let’s go in 
and find out. We'll quench our 
thirst first and then continue the 
search.” : 

They found the cave quite 
dark. They wondered where it 
led. As they advanced further 
they saw the inside lighting up. 
Soon they reached a beautiful 
spot, marked by a variety of trees 
full of flowers and fruits. They 
were amazed when they saw a 
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pond in which golden lotuses 
| bloomed and golden fish played. 
| On one side of the pond stood 
| a magnificent building studded 
with jewels. As they wandered, 
the Vanaras found all over shin- 
| ing vessels filled with honey, 
sandalwood paste, incense, and 
precious things. The place 
’) belonged to someone very rich, 
'| they concluded. 
Soon, the Vanaras came across 
a woman. Clad in deer-skin, she 
was sitting in meditation. She 
looked resplendent, yet holy. 
Hanuman greeted her with 
| folded hands. “Mother, could 


you tell us where we are?” He 
| then introduced himself and his 
| Saar and said, “We had 


been walking for long and were 
thirsty. In search of water, we | 
entered this tunnel. But what we 
see here bewilders us.” | 
“Please make yourselves com-| 
fortable,” said the woman, “and I} 
shall explain. This tunnel was} 
dug long ago.by Maya, the} 
architect with the realm of dem-} 
ons. The building here and the} 
pond, in fact all that you see were | 
made by him by magic. He had 
once pleased Brahma by his 
penance and was blessed with| 
wealth. Maya lived here with a| 
heavenly nymph named Hema. | 
Lord Indra once got angry with | 
him, and destroyed him with a/ 
clap of thunder, After Maya’s| 
Lge Brahma gave Cverything | 








to Hema. I’m Swayamprabha, 
Hema’s friend and the daughter 
of Meru Savarni. I stay here for 
-| the sake of Hema, taking care of 
her wealth. Hema, by the way, is 
an expert in music and dance; she 
also possesses great powers. She 
has given me the boon that none 
can ever defeat me, Now, do tell 
me, what has brought you here? 
Before you answer my questions, 
you may all eat the fruits from 
these trees and drink from the 
pond and relax for a while.” 

After the Vanaras had eaten 
and relaxed, Hanuman narrated 
to her the purpose of their visit, 
adding, “We're deeply grateful to 
you, Mother, for saving us from 
starvation. In what way can we 
repay your kindness?” 

“You need not think of repay- 
ing anything. I’m only happy I’ve 
been of some service to you,” 
replied Swayamprabha. 


Ws 


Hanuman bowed to _ her. 
“Mother, now please tell us how 
to go out.of the tunnel, so that we 
can continue our search for Sita 
Devi. The time given to us is 
already over, and we've to report 
back to our king.” 

“T shall lead you out-of the 
tunnel by my supernatural 
power. Now all of you close'your 
eyes,” instructed Swayam- 
prabha. 


The Vanaras closed their eyes.» 


In the. next moment, they found. 
themselves outside the’ tunnel, 
flanked by a mountain and a vast 
ocean. J 

Swayamprabha blessed them: 
“May you succeed in your 
mission!” 

The Vanaras remained there 
with folded hands till she disap- 
peared insidethe tunnel. 


—To continue 
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ark was the night and weird 

the atmosphere. It rained 
from time to time. Gusts of wind 
shook the trees. Between thunder- 
claps and the moaning of jackals 
could be heard the eerie laughter 
of spirits. Flashes of lightning 
showed fearful faces. 

But King Vikram did not 
swerve a bit. He climbed the 
ancient tree once again and 
brought the corpse down. How- 
ever, as soon as he began crossing 
the desolate cremation ground 
with the corpse lying on his 
shoulder, the vampire that pos- 
sessed the corpse spoke, “O king, 
your valour is to bé highly 
appreciated. I do not know what 
your goal is. But for achieving it, 
you have forgotten your kingly 
comforts; you are risking your 
life. Very few can do this. But are 
you sure you can keep up 
your spirit forever? Let me tell 
you the story of Kaviraj. You 
then will understand why I ask 











-| such a question. Pay attention to 
my narration, for it might change 
your attitude.”. The vampire 
then told him the following story: 

Kaviraj was the durbar poet of 
Bhuvanagiri. The king was very 
fond of him, as Kaviraj had a way 
of talking and the king admired 
his poetic language, facile expres- 
sion, and correct choice of words. 
In fact, the king would spend 
some time every day in the 
company of Kaviraj. 

He had a servant called 
Govinda. Alert about his mas- 
ter’s needs; he never waited for 
orders, Before Kaviraj could 
think of some chore for Govinda, 
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the boy would have already 
attended to it promptly. Kaviraj 
often mentioned this to his 
friends, and some of them even 
tried to entice him with a better 
salary if he went to work for 
them. But Govinda refused to 
leave the service of the royal poet, 
to whom he remained very loyal. 
He secretly admired the poet’s 
erudition and imbibed his way of 
talking, trying to copy his master 
in every possible way. Whenever 
he had any doubts, he used to get 
them cleared and clarified from 
Kaviraj, who appreciated the 
boy’s love for language and 
literature. 

One day, Kaviraj fell ill and 
wanted to send word to the king 
that he would not attend the 
durbar. He called Govinda and 
asked him to tell the king, “It’s 
new moon for the nightingale.” 
This was an allusion to the 
infatuation the nightingale has 
for the moon. Naturally the bird 
would brood over the dark night 
of the new moon! 

Govinda promptly went to the 
king. “I’ve this message from my 
master: ‘O nightingale, it’s new 
moon for you’.” 

The king understood the cryp- 
tic message and said, “You may 







































| tell Moon that I am satisfied.” 

Govinda nodded as he guessed 
what the king meant and glanced 
at the others in the court as if to 
show off. On seeing this, the king 
was slightly put out. He pulled up 
Govinda. “What did you under- 
stand when I said I’m satisfied?” 

Govinda coolly replied, “Of 
course, I could realise that you’re 
very selfish!” And he said this to 
the hearing of everybody in the 
court. 

No wonder the king was upset 
and very angry with Govinda. “A 
mere servant of the poet, you're 
trying to pose as a pundit, aren’t 
you? Take it from me, you don’t 
have a wee bit of knowledge and 
in your false pride, you dared to 
call me selfish. Tell me here and 
now, what’s the real meaning of 
my message for Kaviraj? If you 
fail to answer, you can be sure of 
spending the rest of your life in 
prison!” 

Govinda was now full of apol- 
ogies. He sought the king’s 
pardon and explained, “Sire, you 
are totally unconcerned about 
the dark night today and think of 
only the moon that may appear 
tomorrow. Hence my assump- 
tion that you’re selfish. Please 
forgive me if my assumption is 
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The king was fully satisfied 
with Govinda’s explanation. 
“You're a servant fit enough fora 
royal poet. You weremeeting me 
for the first time. Still, you did 
not have any hesitation to talk to 
me. I’m pleased.” 

To which Goyinda responded 
thus: “ One day he may also 
become king. Still, this hand will 
always remain my right hand. So, 
why should I be afraid?” 

The king was intrigued. He 
could not get at what Govinda 
was implying. “Tell me, what 
exactly do you mean?” 

“You re the real king,” Govinda 





55 








































tried to clarify, “but there is a 
likelihood of my master also 
becoming the king. Then my 
right hand with which I serve my 
master, too, will get a promo- 
tion!” 

Now the king was able to 
decipher what Govinda was 
trying to convey to him. After all, 
didn't he call Kaviraj the moon? 
And the word moon also means 
king! The king made out that 
Govinda was no mere servant; he 
must have been learning a lot 
from the poet. He sent back 
Govinda with lots of gifts. “You 
can also be a lamp on a new 
moon night. I shall henceforth 
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look forward to your visits to the 
court.” 

Kaviraj was waiting for 
Govinda all the while. He lis- 
tened all that his servant had to 
tell him. He was angry with 
Govinda. “You forgot that you 
are my servant and tried-to pose 
as a learned person like me. You 
dared to retort to the king 
himself. What audacity! You're 
dismissed from my service. You 
may go!” 

Govinda fell at his master’s 
feet. “Please forgive me. In 
future, I shall not speak like that, | 
to anyone, without your leave. I 
implore you, please don’t send 
me away!” 

Kaviraj took pity on Govinda 
as soon as he realised that he was 
too quick in finding fault with his 
servant. After all, he had himself 
sent him to the king, “All right, 
you should not speak to anyone 
without my permission. And 
don’t pose as a pundit. There’s a 
lot more to learn; see that there is 
no recurrence of such beha- 
viour.” 

The poet was indisposed for 
the next day, too, and Kaviraj 
sent word with another servant. 
The king enquired with him why 
Govinda had not turned up, and 






























































the servant promptly reported 
this to Kaviraj. He felt jealous of 
Govinda. 

It was after another three or 
four days that Kaviraj was able to 
be present at the court. He 
looked weak and tired. But 
strangely, the king did not ask 
him anything about his illness. 
“What happened to Govinda? I 
missed him all these days.” 

Kaviraj tried to hide his envy 
for his servant and merely said, 
“When you stand by the sandal- 
wood tree, why should you 
search for anybody who has 
merely smeared sandal paste all 
over his body?” 

The king was amazed at the 
way the poet answered his query. 
“Tt’s the sandal paste that brings 
fame to the tree,” the king 
reminded Kaviraj. “I’m glad you 
came to see me, though I find you 
have not completely recovered 
from your illness.” 

Kaviraj was fuming within. He 
did not prolong the conversation, 
but took leave of the king and 
hurried home. He called Govinda 
to his side. “I could not till now 
assess your worth and did not 
realise how scholarly you are. 
Today, I consider you as my 
equal. I must have hurt you with 

















_ praised him. But, that was only 
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my behaviour. You must forgive 
me.” 

The vampire concluded his 
narration, and turning to King 
Vikram challenged” him to 
answer him: “O king, it’s a fact 
that Kaviraj was the greatest 
scholar in the royal court, and 
most respected, too. How can 
such a person seek forgiveness of 
his servant? It’s also true that 
Kaviraj was jealous of Govinda. 
That was because the king had 


known to the two of them, and no 
one else. If that be the case, why 
did Kaviraj was Govinda to 
forgive him? Answer me, if you 
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can, but should you keep mum 
despite your learning, your head 
will blow off from your body!” 
King Vikramaditya pondered 
for a while and said, “It is not 
correct to say that Kaviraj’s 


jealousy for Govinda was 
unknown to others. At least the 
king must have guessed the 
reason why Kaviraj chose not to 
send Govinda with his mes- 
sages. That’s how the king 
teferred to the poet’s illness, 


and his presence in the court 
before he had fully recovered. 
The king was implying that he 
was too ill with jealousy. The 
poet got the king’s point and 
was prompted to apologise to 
his servant. There was nothing 
wrong about it.” 

The vampire felt that he had 
been defeated in his game and 
gave the king the slip‘once again, 
along with the corpse lying on 
Vikram’s shoulders. 





FATE OF THE SONG 


Mother : Did our son sing a‘popular 
song at the function? 


Father : Well, the song used to be 
popular. | don't know its 


status after he sang it. 











IN 1930, DURING AMATCH BETWEEN SHEFFIELD WEDNESDAY AND GLASGOW, THE 
REFEREE WAS SENT OFF! SHEFFIELD WERE PLAYING IN WHITE SHIRTS AND BLACK 
SHORTS THE SHEFFIELD CAPTAIN FOUND HIMSELF PASSING TO THE REFEREE WHO 
WAS WEARING A WHITE SHIRT BUT NO JACKET. THE REFEREE WAS ASKED TO LEAVE 


AND DON A BLAGK JACKET, WHICH HE DID. 





THE FIRST MAN TO COMPLETE 
THE 60-MILE LAKE MICHIGAN 
SWIM, THE LONGEST OPEN- 
WATER RACE, WAS EGYPTIAN 
ABDEL-LATIF ABO- 

HEIF IN 1963. 
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A BOXER’S HANDS 
BEFORE A CONTEST, A BOX- 
ER'S HANDS ARE COVERED 
WITH 12 FEET OF SOFT 21INCH 
BANDAGE. TAPEIS THEN APP- 
LIED, BUT NOT OVER THE. 
KNUCKLES. THE HANDS ARE 
THEN INSPECTED BY AN 
‘OFFICIAL. 


WORLD OF SPORT 
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A COSTLY GIFT 





a king had been to the forest 
for hunting. He was thirsty. 
Close to the forest there was a 
hut, He knocked on the door. A 
poor woodcutter opened the 
door. Imagine his surprise when 
he saw the king standing before 
him. He stammered and managed 
to say, “Welcome, my lord!” 

The woodcutter’s wife spread a 
deerskin on the floor. The king 
sat down and asked for some 
water to drink. The woodcutter’s 
wife brought the water, but she 
also brought some boiled sweet 
potato. “My lord, you may have 
a bite or two of this if you so 
please,” she said with great 
affection. “This will be at least 
something different from the 
royal dishes!” she added. 

The king enjoyed the sweet | 
potato very much. He said, 
“Believe me, my sister, this tastes 
wonderful. You must serve me 
this once again when I come here 
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next.” 

The king took leave of the 
couple. A full year passed. But 
the king had no time to visit the 
forest again. One day the wood- 
cutter was setting out for the 
town on business. His wife gave 
him a parcel of boiled sweet 
potato and said, “Give this to the 
king. He had relished it, after 
all!” 

The woodcutter was not sure if 
he would get admittance to the 
king’s presence or if he should 
present such a poor gift to the 
king. He ate up most of the sweet 
potato sticks as he felt hungry on 
the way. Only the biggest one was 
left. 

He loitered in front of the 
palace. “What do you want? 
What are you holding?” asked 
the guards. “I want to see the 
king—to present him with a 
sweet potato—very carefully 
boiled,” he said nervously. 





FROM THE KING 


potato—very carefully boiled — 
to the king!” repeated'the guards 
loudly, bursting into‘a laughter. 

Just then a landlord, who was 
notorious for his greed, was 
dismounting from his horse. He 
heard the conversation. He too 
laughed and going to the king, 
said, “My lord, do you know a 
joke? A rustic chap brings a sweet 
potato and claims that it is very 
carefully boiled for you!” The 
landlord laughed and the courti- 
ers joined him, “Must be a 
madcap!" commented someone. 

But the king at once remem- 
bered the woodcutter. He asked a 
courtier to rush out and usher in 
the man. Thus the woodcutter 
found access to the king. 

The king stood up and 
embraced him like a friend. He 
received the sweet potato with 
gratefulness and kept it beside 
him. He asked his treasurer to 


pouch. He gave the pouch to the 
woodcutter and told him, “This 
is for my sister and yourself. 
Now, take rest in our guest- 
house. You must dine with me.” 

The woodcutter was led to the 
royal guest-house, Suddenly an 
idea struck the landlord, He 
understood that the king was in a 
mood to give gifts. He went out 
and brought his handsome horse 
in and said, “ My lord, this is a 
gift for you.” The landlord was 
wondering how much the king 
would give him for such a pre- 
cious present. 

The king smiled and said, 
“Thank you. I accept the horse. 
And here is my gift to you.” He 
handed over the sweet potato to 
him and said again, “You know 
very well how costly it is! I got it 
for a thousand gold coins! So, 
take half of it and leave the other 
half for me.” 





WORLD OF NATURE 









~ UNDERWATER 
RUNNER 


THE HIPPOPOTAMUS CAN RUN AT 
HIGH SPEED ON THE RIVER BOT- 
TOM. IT CAN STAY UNDER WATER 
FOR UP TO TEN MINUTES. 






THE LARGEST 

EVER FLYING CRE- 
ATURE WAS THE PTERO-. 
SAUR, QUETZALCOATLUS: 
NORTHROPI, WHICH LIVED 65 
MILLION YEARS AGO. ITS REMAINS 
WERE DISCOVERED IN TEXAS IN 
1974. ITS WING SPAN MEASURED 
ABOUT SOFT (15.24M), AND IT 
WEIGHED 190 LB (86KG). 


















THE ONLY MAMMAL 
WITH POISONOUS 
GLANDS IS THE AUS- 
TRALIAN DUCK- 
BILLED PLATYPUS. 






























| don’t understand whether Chandigarh is the capital of Punjab or of 
Haryana. 


—V. Narayanan, Bombay. 


i Chandigarh is the capital of both Punjab and Haryana. The city, by itself, isa 
Union Territory. 


How many Universities are there in India? 
—Geeta Bishwas, Patna. 
Till the end of 1989, India had 189 Universities. 


What Is the difference between Sahitya Akademi and State Sahitya 
Akademi? 


—Aditya Nath, Nagpur. 
The Sahitya Akadami, with its headquarters in New Delhi, is the national 
academy of letters. Its scope of activities embraces literatures in all the 
Indian languages. Some states have their own Akademies, to promote the 
regional literature of the states, in addition to what the national Sahitya 
Akademi does for them. 


Which country is known as “the Land of the Rising Sun”? 


—Vismit Joshi, Vadodara. 
Japan 
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* Colourfully illustrated 
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Can you formulate a caption in a few words, to suit these pictures related to 
each other? If yes, you may write it on a post card and mail it to Photo 
Caption Contest, Chandamama, to reach us by 20th of the current month. 
A reward of Rs. 50/- will go to the best entry which will be published in the 
issue after the next. 





The Prize for March ’91 goes to:— 


ESME ROBERTS 
BENJAMIN ; 
No. 51 P.B. ROAD, VEPERY POST, MADRAS—600 007. 


The Winning Entry:— “LOVE IS SHARING"— “LOVE IS CARING” 





PICKS FROM THE WISE 


No one reaches an high position without daring. 
—Syrus 


It ls always darkest just before the day dawneth. eo 
—Thomas Fuller ee 


A healthy body is a guest-chamber for the soul; a sick body is a prison. 
—Bacon 
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